If in despite of these we swim, that hath
No more refreshing than a brimstone bath;
But from the sea unto the ship we turn.
Like parboil'd wretches, on the coals to burn.
Like Bajazet encag'd, the shepherd's scoff;
Or like slack sinew* d Samson, his hair off,
Languish our ships* Now as a myriad
Df ants durst th'Emperor's lov'd snake invade,
The crawling gallies, sea-gulls, finny chips,'
Might brave our pinnaces, our bed-rid ships:
Whether a rotten state and hope of gain,
Or to disuse me from the queasy pain
Of being belov'd and loving; or the thirst
Of honour or fair death outpusht me first,
I lose my end; for here, as well as I,
A desperate may live, and coward die.
Stag, dog, and all which from or towards flies,
Is paid with life or prey, or doing dies:
Fate grudges us all, and doth subtiley lay
A scourge 'gainst which we all forgot to pray,
He that at sea prays for more wind, as well
Under the poles may beg cold, heattin hell.
What arc we then ?'   How little more, alas!
Is man now than before he was ? He was
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